THE TRUE WITNESS AND CATHOLIC GHRONIGLE, AUGUST 19, 1891.

o MOTHERHOOD.

"“/['q Halen’s cheek, my song, restore

The sunrise meek it had bofore;
The Aush of youth cut-velveting

The tiger moth’s Arabian wing.

* A hurt akin her garden hath;
AHer loss is in the orchard path.
When Autumm sheds on eager air
The trembliog reds too frail and fair.

As peaches feel Lhe rain's desire,
As wind doth eteal the poppy’s fire,
Boevoad, ahone, whence no man knows,
Vith fatad Love a girthood gocs!

Thro' brecze and shower who now will
sock
O fruil and flower for Helen's chieek,
Afust leatn (hie qquest of thee to-day.
O babe that kissed this bloom away!
Louvise IMosks GuiNey in Pilot,

“ A SORROW'S GROWN OF SORROWS.”

CHAPTER 1.

Twenty-one years Iater, and the seenc
opens in one of the midland counties of
£ngland.

It was an afternoon of chill October.
The wind—not liorce and blustering, hut
insidious and persunsive in his work of
destruction—wooed the red-brown leaves,
and carried them awhile on his wings in
an nintless, fluttering fashion before lay-
ing them to rest on the damp green
earth, over which blue vapowrs rose at
suanset time, lifting the spaces between
the distant tree-tronks with a twilight of
solour wid mystery,

Red bands of light shone in the western
sky, myriads of rooks cawed in the trees,
and over the wide-spreading green slopes
of the upland rose the massive twin
towers of an ancient fortress, known in
t.lhe neighbourhood a8 Donnithorpe Cas-
-£le.

Just where the ground, rising as it left
the river, gained a point from which toe
Castle was clearly visible, a felled tree
Iny across the grass-gprown pathway, and
scated upon it this autumn everning was
a young man of remarkable physical
beauty, the expression of whose tnce
suggested a mind attuned to the melan-
eholy of the sceue around him.

Spread out before him on his knee was
& woman's letter, at which from time to
time he glanced with frowning impa
fience.

Bruce Laidlaw read the letter for the
second time straight through, then rose,
and, tearing the tetter to [ragments, seat-
tered them over the dead leaves at hig
feet. He had come to Oldford to foreet,
nct to brood over letters.

Yet an intulerable sadness oppressel
hip—n sadness for which his cireun-
stances offered noapparent reason.

He had chosen Oldford when he left
London that afternoon as asuitable place
m which to bury hims=ell' alive ¢lome to
towe:. and yet so eompletely ont of the
world that 1t was 1n the Lighest docroe
iprobable Le shotdd be confrontial by
anyone he kuew durnng bis stav, Yot
already he was regretting his eivoies, nnd
deciding that solitide, in his present |
state of miud, was tnot ikely o benetit
him, when his own manee, attersd oo !
tone of pleased surprise, broke tn upaon |
hig gloomy rellections. i
Turning. with soe relief, to free ".ll\!!

|
t
|
1

ncw comer, Bruce Laddlaw recognisid a
fellow-traveller who had made the jour-
ney frem town in the same compart
ment, aud had entered ito couversation ;
with him. By their cards, alreade ex-
changed, they lknew each other as Bruce
Laidlaw and Anbrey de Vanx. ;

There was nothing in the appearance
of the latter to arrest the attention or
enchain the nagination; tall and slight, !

Parmy of beslegera wrarding thve alneloss

counties immediately befcre leaving
1own, and from that source had glern'eﬁ
his information concerning Donnithorpe
Castle.

“ It i3 chiefly known for a wonderful
defence by the Royalista in the Civil
War, They show you some hole, made
by a bullet that ought to have hit
Charles [. wbile he was dressing, but,
missed him.”

To this Aubrey said nothing. Beyond
the eventz—political, social, or personal
of his own day—he had no tixed opinions ;
and evep had it been otherwise, his
modest estimate of his own ideas, and
high regard for his companion’s iutelli-
gence, would Lave kept him from dis-
cussing thwe point.

Meanwhile, the two had crossed the
grass-grown, paved courtyard, and stood
together close hLeneath the frowning
tower of Donnithorpe. .

In and out, throngh the massive door,
a little way ajar, that stond below the old
porteullis, a brood of yelluw chickens
twittered and tuttered ; the sound of
their excited chirping, the cawing of the
ruoks, end the low wind that rustled the
ivy and moaned through the branches
growing barer cvery nour, being all thnt
broke the stillness,

Bruice Laidlaw pushed the heavy docr
farther open. und gazed into the wide
hall—for three centurie~ the scene of
stately cowmtort, of bright-coloured pa-
geant, of feasting, and of revelry ; now
—fort we hundred years—allowed to sink
into dreary loneliness and damp decay.
O each side were turret stnircases and
immediately to the right of the entrance
was a door in the wall—a recent addition,
evidently—built of frail timber, with a
modern latebh and 1 modern keyholo—a
most incongruous adjunct to the solid anit
majestic masonry of the historic build-

ing.

The hall was dimly lighted by windowa
in the winding staircase, unseen from
the entrance; the air within struck
damp and chill, and the whole appear-
ance of the place, with its crumbling
walls, lichen-cavered pillars, and nioss-
grown pavenient, at once impressed and
suddened an imagination as keenly sensis
tive and excitable as Bruce Laidlaw's.

* Does no one ever eome here, I wone-
der?” he snid, mechanically lowering
his vaoice in the solemn quiet of the hall,
“There's a aleepy busi about the place
that reminds one of the old fairy tale
about the enchanted Princess sent to
sleep in the tower until the Prince should
come.”

“Only there are twa nf us to dispute
the pleasure of waking her with a
“And here,” he

for
kiss,” suid Aubroy.
went on to read an  inacription
painted in white letters  on  the
door to the right, “here is her wune;
and I tiink our princess must bhe Irish—
M. Maloney, capetaker.”
“Some old lady who will extost
pence for keeping the place in disorder,
aml treiwd upon our heels, makiog the
atlence hideous with a diseorlant and mo-
notoneng harrative of the Castie sioges.”
murmnred Broco, obd notion t
burrowing in <onte cortior of & forgotten
riin, with walls thick eamugi to defy an

s1X-
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e of some old crone wholives on charty
and imposition on sightsaeers.”

Az he finisiend soeadting he tappad e
Mrs, Maloaey's doois Ansbrey de Vaux,
who had boeen Hstenang (na lazily amis-
ed fashion to this eathurst, Loked at his
watel.

My mather dines at seven”™ ke re-
marked, =0 thay I have time as least to
catehr a hmpse of the much-ibeliad
Madame Maloney, and to rind out from
her the nearest way to Montagie Lodga.
Siie deemd s no hurry to anawer your

stopd watelln g oorwy

tower stole botir the hearts of the young
men while they tooked at her, and while
aheslopt happily on, indreamsuntouched
as yvet by thoughis of lovers' woes or
Tove's delight.

Fvenr Bruce Laidlaw, keener of hend
and colder of heart than his companion,
w33 asking himself «

*“ Could this be Mrs. Malcney 7”7 and
feeling some reluctance fo admit the
scif-evident fact. that between the pink,
plump, fair-haired woman, and the pink.
plump, fair-haired baby, there existed «
sirong reaemblance, .

She was enjoying her slecp so much, 1t
would be a pity to wake her; yet, fiom
her position she was ovidently a [riend
ora relation of the occupant of the room,
and it would be far pleasanter to hear
the Caatle legends from her lips than
from thosc of the traditional caretaker.
And why. after all, should she unot be
Mrs. Maloney?

Bruce Laidlaw said. “ We will g out-
side and knock again to wake the slecp-
ing beauty.

But betore he turned to go she opened
lier eyes, blue and bright as both the
young men cxpected they would be, and
fixed them in childlike, Wirking wonder,
as thotgh hall dreaming stil}, full upon
tae perfect face of Bruce Laidlaw.

His volce, clear, hut a little metallic,
roused  her to her feet, and with o deep
hiush sihe began feeling nhout for her
shoes, wiile he addressed her with much
courtesy.

“I hope ynu will forgive us for dis-
trbing vou,” he said. 1 was anxions
ty go over the Castle, and seeing the
name otitside the door, [ knucked several

times. Then, ad no one answered, we
came in to gee if we could find Mrs.
Maloney.”

“Perhaps you are she?” Aubrey
suggested, more as something th say to
hier than because he considered it prob-
able.

Quickiy she drooped a curtsy, and
while she suatehed an apron from  the
floor, and proceeded to tie it round her
waist, she remarked, in the most musical
of voices and the richest of brogues

“True for ve, orr, and it’s glad I'd be
to show ver honnursover the culd place ;
but who's to moind the baby all the
while? "

Bruce Laidlaw at once voluntered to
remain  behind, should Aubrey wish to
go over the Castie. Y M. Maloney ™
seemed o ittie disappeinted ot this ar-
rangenent, [From the meoment when
ner bloe eves bad first fallen on bia faee,
she had aevercenscld to gaze at Bruce
Laddlaw with a sort of sy wonder, sShe
had scarvelsy even chineed as yel al
Anbrey. wha, fr s part, could nut - res
coneile the nction of his lubens madonna
being merely an Ivish cawtaker atterall,
He bad rorgotten fo nwoment the
fact that e wason hisway to an adoring
net wie had lost sicht of him tor
vreariy  threc vears, aml who o weulld
grindoe evere nienens that e tarvied in
returnaie to sers orzotten has old cotiews:
sibatitite, A preliminary  diflicalty
aweetlears aned hiter love andd was oab-

: over head and enrs In
t with thia falr young

pattnny vatir and kit

e
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W of
sercant arud ros
By o riitie Iniperio s mestue she signed
to bim tofvilow bere Broce watched them
From tie o asthey crosed the ever-
darikenine ol bt as her feet rest-
ed on the tirst step of the winding
turret staircase, shesuddenly stoppod.

—

The exciting aceount, in broad Irish,
of the Caastie history died upon

3

her
tips, and thee red bieod mose notly o
hier chireia, .

Aubrey, standing at the foot of the
trhall ik heart In

suntinens,” ho added, as Bruce Laidiaw,
growing tmpatient, tapped again at the
door. =~ Perhaps the Princess is asleep.

[ “Then we will wake her; not with
! kiss, but with @ more practical oftering
in coin,” said Bruce, us, receiving no
responae to his repeated kaocks, he pro-
ceeded  toltft the latch, and disclose to
view the interior of Mri. Maloney’s

well-bred, well-dressed. and well-loaking, |
his was a tvype familiar to every London
ball-roon; beyond the fuct that he was
more courteous, and, at the same time,
more enthusiastic in manner than most
young Englishmen, and that the expres. |
sion of his long dark eyes varied some- | apartment.
what rapidly from nuirth to melancholy, | “something in the appearance of it
there was hittle about Aubrey de Vaux | moved him al oue to surprise and  ad-
at first sight to distinguish him from the | qijration.  Falling back a  atep. ne
ordinary young man of Loudon society. | myrmured, “ By Jove ! " very softly, in a
Bruce Leidlaw, hawever, was in just | nole of intense appreciation) and shning
that atate of mind in which the common- | 1o Aubrev to come quietly. e begkoned
place prase of an ordinary Young man | (he youe man Lo hia side,
came a8 a relief to the sombre blank | The reom in which they found Uem-
verse of his awn overwrought brain, and | solves was evident'y the Hvine as well as
he turned to Avbirey with o smile of wel- sleeping apartment of the M:xi:nr:“\- houge-
conte. . hokl. But for the moder stove dlaced
" Thoy were such a long time collect-| in the vast cuimney corner,anl the
ing a horse and cab up at The King's | modern kettic singing on the ol there
Arms,” the latter expluined, “that 1| was little abonut the De S
decided 1o walk over to my mothers | chamber frome tie middie azes e
house, and ot my Iggage ollow me, [ upon theaviignarian oinl. Tae Ay
am not expected home for a week, so was b ked 1o ke poout the i,
that 1 sliall take h.el' quite by surneise, gl a agnare of tiuded cicpet coveped oo
Montague Ludgo is only about a'mile space beforethe earth s hat thegreat oak
from here, they tell e, Canyou conwe ! beams supportihig the roof, the 1:,.,,.‘1.,r1,-,1_;_
over with me now anddine with ns? [ worm-vaten table, tie carved oak cinest
should &0 nmelr like you 10 know vl in a0 eorner of the oo, :
mother.  8he s o very dntollectual ©womden steo's, il even the Sade!
wonan- =not in the least Tike ne™ bl gy eiretain thd servened the bedaz
:1:_151_1-;1 with n smile; :‘:ltlxl Fawrsare von jalont cofd from public view, W'l
“'“I" .‘f" great Imends™ Vwere veneralile and oldewarhl enca s
“Fhank you.  But since you amw an | suit even the igint-tect-tive widls that
only son and your nuther his not ~een | enclosed thew,
you for nearly three years, she will cor- | Theaugi e rareow window, a9 i
tainly v and ll(!(‘l; withi At ped s

e tiis

to

rant Lo have yon all to herself 1,1

v dle

LT waL

hia luoks, turned his headinthie ditection
ter eyes had taken, and thera, behind
thom in the evening tight that streamed
through tue now wide-upon entrance-door,
stoud a little obl ady, white haired  and
distingui=hied  lovkine—as dainty as a
pieture in a Cairy-tale. .

Before Aubrey trrned, she hual enught
sight of hia companion. )

“ Lola!" slie exclaimed in of
soft, surprised remonstrance.

Then a moment later:

“ Aubrey., my son!”she criod, and
with all a mother’s tenderjoy in her
evea and voice, ami outstretehed  arma.
she weleomed the wanderer Lome again.

And so Lola Marsiden, Bruce Laidlaw,
and Aubrey dle Vanx and his mother
met, all four togetiier, for the iirst time.

Tl

CHAPTER (L

After tus Hust outhursi of aueprise
and delight 2t sight of er beluved son,
Madame  de Vanx glanced through the
open daorway TH .\l_r.-t. Maloney's room,
to which thegit she ealled Loty fae
noiaelessty pepatred during the necting
Lryween mother ad son,

Fyen throngh the it
ces  Incidenss on g

1
0

seonieeteld
ngalter so

i abaence. Anbrey’s eves wene
wandering o im0 the direetion Mrs,
Maboney  had aml it was withe o

bad attemipt at inditference that Le in-
Log tis nut whi shie ] cailed
Did <he kuow Ber; and 0f so,

e doetoy’s

Marslon i
Aoturne G Vaus anawored

i:)lx%l:‘, Ewonder she has spared yon s, | Hight struck down npoen the bty D oatier condiv, “Dui e fny oz, e
’ "B;\h Lwas oxifed : it was @l A \}'ll)lll:lll :L-h-o;\‘ in anarnebair b e 3 AT e \\'jli?il:;, and l ain ';:”,‘“.-.
eyl g At was g dove afsstires By berside was o weoden e Ue fine 1o drive vt bonmand Lier foom
fair,” said Aubrey, blushine like a il ! binele with aee ety d T > Lo . v ’
for all his twentytive veurs, “ Y. gl ml\}'\-\ A et which lay curied a) vour ows Hps o IV seen
b L S Cirs. ot see,” ! pink cheeked habe, as fast aslers ws e |0 o aned Urotient and foln, sinee
he went on, with a sonny expansiveness ! ces tha s Tast asleep as ales fand beard, amld thoneie aned folt,  sine

N 1 Aubrey de Vi, stepping aottiv -
. r A 2 VAN ey 8 [N 131
that clearly indicated hia wapil. :

nat cle foreign origzin
“ Iell in love at college, B Soon

Leld Bils breath as he louxed, by

and, a8 soon ax | the mellow wanine Ht . N

! s a1 smellow waning e, on the woman

my mother heard of it, I was 2ent ar I - e AN
Y I was ent avound | Pictures of Rubens, glowing  wold-laired

ahe world with an old friend
et cured.”

T And was the treatment stceessful 2

“ M foi ! Yes. '

. Bn._nce 'I_.al(lla\':"pnuee.d 4 moment li¢-
forereplying.  The wind blew a frag-
mept of a letter, in a h:mdwriting .lﬁa
kncw. well, right across his path, 1t
contained the signature of the w;'itm'
Secing this Bruee stoo -
snd tear it into intinit

madontas L had sven on his
glimpses of lovely women’s fnces seen by

chanee anl 18 speadily forgottes, ningla

in his brain with wemoricz of that deal

of dazzling, nlluring loveliness that tlits,

will-o-the-wisp like, through o young

muan's dreams.

i Shy [w:xs so beautnrisl tha! 1,0 folr he

C W rmust  liave seen hor hetote, musl haved
ped to pick it up, ] noted hoew the fine hair m'(.-v."f:'#m :1;5

csimal pieces ln:-l warm, white neck, and feil ke a gu!dl

of hers, to f'

yim et me”

She waa a Tittle Tweve in her walk, and
movel  with the belp oy o high ebony
cane hebd in hor right hasad, while with
neriett sue pressed hier <on’sarm sone
what  Bnpalient’y n-spe tricd to Jewd
hime wih e thevagn the Castle Soor
But Aubrey had made up his mind  not
to lewve the building witisont an explana-
tion with the gird whoe Lad alveady a0
strongly impeessed him,

“Wait a minute, motheor” Lo saldd,
pendly  bue firmly dewining Ler.
want  you to lnow a telow-trveller of
mine {row Lopdon, wi.g stopped here

tore seattering it to tl i i

Then he augwcrcd i"‘em‘)"";gi‘i.{l}g:un. haze over the ushed stnonthness of her { with me to ook over the Gagle. Suck
o ] s tfferent rounldcrl cheek Her head deoaped for-{ o handarane  fellow—thee tinesi Sace [
T ot know much abo ward, her scarle; lips were softly clasad | ever maw; and clover roign even Jor

| ut fierce pus-
sions—at leaat, as applied to love affairs ;
but I dare ssy you are right.”

His tone betrayed so littUe desire to

like a tlower asleep; every encved fing
' her full but gracefal feny

ol “her full but graceful rigure showed
content and peseetulness ; her pretey feet
from which the shors Ead heen L )

you, litfls mother,”

She mumunared some protes’, eing

evidently reeticsshy suxions to Be ¢oune;

pursue the subject, thnt Aubrey changed
It to enquiries respecting the history of
the ruin they were approrching. " On
this point Bruce Laidlaw grew more com-
municative, {rankly owning that he had
read up the antiquities of the midiand

werr thrust forward from
plain, blue-serge gown, and rrossed npon
the f(-,ndpr. Hers was chiofly that r'I:!n,t-
Ing, enticing beavte du dindle - but such
as she was at that moment, this nine-
teenth-century sleeping Princess in the

under her

en tossed,

bat as, exeept in tne one inssance of his
college infatumsion, Abrey hnd endrely
B own way with s mother all nis lie,
he overrnled her shjections now, and
drew her witih Liim in the dipsction 1e
wished o take,

That Madaguede Vanx worshipped her

son was patent to the most casual ob-
gerver, aud that the influcnce he ex-
crcised overher was due to affection and
not to mind was almost cqually plainby
acomparison of their faces. Hers, grow-
ing vear by year more clearly the index
of her strongly-marked chaiacteristics,
showed keenness of intelleet and tenacity
of purpose, violent prejudices and im-
moveable determination, ia every line of
the handsome, regular features, In every
giance of the long grey eyes that sixty
years of life had not yet robbed of their
brightness ; whilst 1 her son’s face,
charming by reason of its quickiy-chang-
ing, sympathetic expression, there was
nothing te suggest powers of inteilect or
will above the average.

Her eyes, fixed incessantly upon
Aubrey as she unwillingly accompanied
him into Mrs. Maloney's room, showed
all o mother's love and more than a
mother’s anxiety. She aflorded Mr.
Leidlaw at their thst introduction as
short a glance us courtesy required ; but
uo womuu, youug or old, could forbear
looking twice ut such a face as his, and
soon even Madaine de Vaux’s gaze ro-
turned to it with all the interest she
could spare from lier son.

As for Lula herself, on Madume de
Vaux’y arrival she had crept back in a
somewhat shamefaced fashion to the
armcheir by the fire in which the two
voung men had first discovered her.
From thence, glancing demurely across
at Bruce Laidlaw, who stood near the
hearth, she remarked, without the least
trace of an Irish accent :

“¥n that is Aubrey de Vaux!™

* Fo vou are not Mrs. Maloney *”

sShe ‘blushed , then a roguish light
Hashed into her eyes.

“Thruc lor ye.sorr! But [ thought I
might as well earn a little money for
hier, and T meant to charge you a shilling
each for just taking you up to the tower
and back”

* Before you left the room I knew you
were a young lady masguerading, by
your hands” said Bruee quietly.

“By my hands?”

she glanced down at them, as, plump,
smell, and very fair, they lay on her
lap.

“Yes: they have cvidently done no
rough work”

She rmised her blue eyes to his, this
time wonderingly.

“You tust he very observant,” she
aadd.

It is iy business to be 50,7 he re-
turned.  * Lam o writer,”

And it was just at this puint that

Aubrey awd his mother had nterrupted
them. The ceremony of  introducing
Mr. Laidlaw to the old ludy was hardly
uver hefore Lala had spruag from her
chair, aml. «darting across the room, had
thrown her arms  round  Madame e
Vaux.

“And now, my fairy godmother,” she
coved In coaxing tones. Y you must in-
trodues me W Your son”

ier actiom surprised Anbrey.  From
is mother's manaer <7 lading to Lola
he hal concluded that ~he did not like
the girl @ bt he could see now, by the
way 1 which she received her caress and
chineed with an indulgent atfoction at
the beantitul faee pressed ner to her
awn, that here, ot the contrary. was one
ot Madame de Vaus’s speeial tavourites,

A pretty group, and one that he re
nmiembered lung afterwardz, Bruee Laid-
law thought they made, standing there
i the twilight ; white-laired December
hending over golden-haired May, while
tall young Aubrey gazed down on both
—love for the one and admiration for
the other ahining in his cyes.

“Tean't pay you such a comnliment,
at first siglit, #s to 3ny vou are like your
mother,” Lola said, glancing slyly up at
Aubirey.  Then, before he could reply,
she turned to Madame de Vaux again,
“ They thought I was Mrs. Maloney !
she said with a rippling laugh of intense
delight.

“J must take yvou to task for these
hoyden freaks,” Madane de Vaux gnid
with gentle reproof. It is unsafe for
vou to spend your time alone in this de-
aerted place where any tramp might
enter.”

“Lwasn't alme,” said the giel. “There
was Mrs. Maloney's baby ; I had promis-
ad to mind it while she went to Oldiord ;
and [ was azleep by the lire when these
two gentlenmen came in. And | didn't
think they looked like tramps,” she add-
al, with a little look upat the two voung
men that =et them both laughing,

*You nst know, Me, Laidinw.” aaid
the old lady, that Miss Maraden is a
spoilt child, with me as well as her
father, and Tamatraid welet her run
either wild.  Mrs. Maloney is agrotegre
of ming, the danghter of an old servaot.
The poor thing has been left a widow
with four c¢hildren, so I persuaded Lord
Boughton to give her this appointment,
and Lolaand 1T do whiet we can to help
her. she s gone to the town to-day to
see her eldest hoy off to Canada, and |
called o bring ber somie tea mnd o few
little things to comiort her”

vRhe won't he hack uatil oneawdy
goven,” said Tola: =0 as the kedtle s
boiling, fairy godmothier, T will nalke:
your spme Mashionable afteraoon-ten,

T

Nowy dont oy o, D waet g show M,
R

I vihat 1 ¢un use my hands, Il
L1 owriler, amd hie says e has vbserved
srepn’t,  Frecan to hove tea hiere alb by
Pmvaelt: b now Ul give aparty. *Miss
I Tatn Mareden, @t home at Dommithorpe
E(Tastln Between tive .:lml‘:u"\'cn.’ Now

vorr st in the armehain” she went

¥

¢ Vaux into

o, gently foreing Madnwe d
P & jhgiuu-k(-ts

it, “while I run and fefel
from the pony-carriage.”

She was as sell-possessed asa dowagel,

as full of infectious fun ws o child, (his
Berkshire Cinderella, aa she litted about
with Mrs. Maloney's apron eneirveling her
rounded waist, and Mr~. Maloney's por.-
derous kettle in her soft white iands,

Briuee Laddlaw, scinated and inter.
ested even gnore by lier manner than by
Lier benuty, fullowed her oub into the
courtyapl, where a youthtful groom stood
guarding Madame de Vaux’s little pony-
carringe, and grinning  with red-faced
satiafaction  when Miss Marsden  ap-
peared at the Castle door and chattercd
to him whilst she touk out the parcels,

# What a lovely girl, motiier!” Aubiey
de Vinex said,

“ Yey, dear. |
Jaidlaw, seen:s to think so.”

“ [ don’t think Mr. Laidlaw is the sort
of man to bhe much affected by goud
looks in & woman,” Aubrey said hastily,
“ He appears so—so intellectual.”

“ All mon are affected by good looks,”

And your friemd, Mr.
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$1.00
310.00

8. B. LEFEBVRE, Managsr, 81 St. James Street

r'ize vor‘nh £16, K
SRR 1w B
1w« RS0 kg
g u «“ +350~— 125009
5 « 500 LW‘.N"
PYI o 350 l-ﬂﬁo.w'

g« e 80— 109

200 . 25 ,’mm .
500 « o« 15~ 300009
10— 5,000,09
100 "lvnroxlm-uon Prizes, -
4 . E

O -
999 o 0 10— 1,000 09 -

999 & " S~ 4.995”1'--'
5~ 4,995 09

| 31384 Prizea worth $52,740,09 .
» Montraal, Onnaag i

Make a Note of

When preparing for PIC-NICS, SUMMER EXCU
always procure some of

i !

RSIONS or CAMPING.oyp

JORNSTON'S

= JoNNSTO

W's LG

FLUID Bty

Beer

It is compact, convenient—always ready for use.
It makes delicious Sandwiches, and strengthening Beef Tea.,

she answered quictly; “and all women,
too, my son. Mr. Laidlaw has a face
like Goethe in his youth. [ expect little
Lolw’s head will be completely turned
simply looking at him; undif he is in-
tellectual, too,” she added, smiling, “ it
1s a hopeless case; fur Lola is no ordinary
girl, She has ideals and aspirations, and
rends Browning and Emerson, and many
other writers it would puzzle my oid
braing to understand, and there is no
man in the neighbourhood clever enough
to satisfy her requirements.’”

*She doesn’t give the idea of being
very blue,” snid Aubrey. “Her face is
almest as young and round as that
baby's."”

“She s only nineteen,” replied his
mother, “and has had a very healthy
training.  She is not like moat witls, whao

have their heads full of silly love atfnirs,

She is as frank as a boy,”

*Tam very glud to hear i

Aubrey (did not attemipt to coneesl
rom his mother the impression Miss
Marsden had made upon him, Al the
time e was speaking, his oves were
ftxed upon the door through which she
world return, and against his witl his
face clonded ns he heard her jovons

linghter with Bruce Laidlaw o the lall,

“Now, i T make the tea very njcely,
you'll put me in a book, won't vou ¥
she was suyimg ad she enteral, )

<P tey,” Bruee said.  But | must
warn vour, the erities say the women in
my novels are always eithier spiteful or
Imbeetle, and ynn wonld searcely like
to timd yourself in cither category,”

“Doesn’t it vex you  dreadiully to

write a I_mnk, aml then to read  eriti-
G o AL, proving that the man whao |
wrote it didn't understand what you

et 27 she asked, gazing at him inan
awestraek way while she made the ten,

“No" Bruee answered. T don’t
think I care much, once the thing is
sold.  Desides, a serious critic is gone-
rally right, and—and I never read a vriti-
cism of my bonks, if I ean help it; it's
quite trouble enough to have to write
them, withont being tensed about them
ufterwards,”

His tone was sufficiently courtenus;
yet Lola, although she was longing to,

|
I

Two Famous Priegts,

Father Reginard Coliins, i, i
chaplain, whose heroism at tht; g:fﬁd'c
Tofrek in the Soudan made him fgmed
m_the army even though itreceiredou
officiul recoguition. has lately beey ] g
cd a memberof the Senate of the Ulf : ?Ct'
sity of Malta. In connection wit,h“t%r.
appointment  Pieeadilly has snim,em:
ing note on Facher Colling: “Thig fons.
ing priest of the Church of Rome» fa .
our contemparary, “ is ag disting{;ighgg
for his learning as for his pluck, Hei
master of nine languages, includinu
Arabie, which ke picked up durine hiz
hive years’ campaigning in Eg\'pi and
the Soudan, winning the first prize offer-
ed by the military authorities (or the
greatest proficiency i that tongue, A
very celebrated general once remarked
of him and a colieagiie, © Oh, Brindle and
Colling are werth” a svhole bench of
Bishops.'”" It will be remembereg that
Father Brindle was the only chaplain
that shared the dangers and hardghi
of the terrible march acerass the Bavy
desert, The » very colebrated ™ genera]
who thus refermad 1o him and aFu.the:
! Collins is, we b2 1o other than Lord
P Wolseley,  Father DBrindie’s portrait
jused o be wna of e fow pieturesin
Lond Wolseley's stindy when he lived in
! London,

-
‘ Do notsutfer from ~jvk headachea mo-
ment longer. it is not"necessary, Ca-
fer's Lattde L Mits wil cure you
cPase s one it Snall price; smal
dose 5 ~mall piil.

«
I

-
L oF War.

Another frivedous squalible has s rung
Lap at Bethlehery but «mall as it is one
i citinot torzet that a quarrel in these fati-
tudes led o the Crimean War, The
tGrecks are to blamie, as they generally
jare. Thelatest dodge they have adopted
i18 both andicious and mean.  As soona
[the bells in the Chureh of the Nativity
g to announce o religious ceremony,
" the Gireeks clash out their peal, which

has

a

dre arrog

mare
drowns the Catneiic bells.

vibration and
The Gresks

SONOros

ant hecause of the patronage of

the Hussians, who would fain see Cathe
“lies denied admission to the Holy Places,
-

0D

metaphaorically, sit at the feet of this
reel, live writer, and listen to his words
of wisdom about hix own work, folt thnt
the subjact was closed, for thie present nt
Ienst, '

BURDOUK Bl
o . * blood.
(T he Continwed.) i BURDOCK
, bluod,

.. BURDOCK
*1think U hioml.

BITTERS for the
BLOOD BITTERS for tha
BI.OOD BI'TTERS forthe

S ———ne——t—

“Isn’t she a grass widow?"

she In!}m be.  She i covered  with BURDOCK BLGOD BITTERS for the
weeds. o i bloud, ‘ ‘
- - | BURDOCK BLGOD BITTERS for the

The write man in the rye-it place — A
port in o whisky mill.

Reaside flictations do not generally !
List, possibly because, like the  house |
mentioned in the pazible, they are gen- i
crally Wilded on the saml, )

s Aotion is Like Magic.

BURDOCK BLOGH BITTERS for the
bloal.

i blowd.
|
I

~Even a genius needs commonsense ab
times in orderno’ to he niistaken for a

" fool.

AccidentsHappen

ONE TEASPOONFUL —AND-

SICKNESS

COMES TO ALL.

PERRY DAVIS’

Pain-Killer

In a little sweetened

CHEST

How much suffering

conld be prevented by ‘

water, HOT WATER a little toresight!

PREFERRED, taken

every half hour, will Always keep in the
house this inoxpens

cilee iny case of DYS-

‘A HOUSEHOLD MEDICINE

sive and thoroughly

reliable safe g uard,
which for over HALF
A CENTURY hns

stood lnequalled ass

LENTERY, CHOLERA
INFANTUM, COLIC,
CRAMI'S, DIAR-

HUA, i€ the treat-
houseclold remedy

ment is commenced in and travelling com-=

time, panion.

ALL MEDICINE DEALERS
SELL DPALN- KILLER
At 25 cents a Bottle,

————

SELL PAIN-EILLER

At 25 cents a Bottle. i




